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And ten to one,is no impeach in Warres. 

Ftght, and take him. 

Clif. I, I, Co i trines the Woodcockc with the gin. 

‘Fforth. So doth the Gunn'tc druggie with die net. 

Fork, So ttijrmphcs Thceues vpon their conquered booty. 
So true men yceld by robbers. ouer-matcht. 

No-th, What will your grace haue done with him? 
Queen. Braue warriours.C/sJWand Ffgrthmberland. 
Come make him Hand vpon tiiis Monleinll here, 

That aymdc at Mountaines with outllrctchcd arme. 

And parte d but the fhaddow with bis hand. 

Was icyou that reuelde in our harhament. 

And nude a preachment ofyout hign deicent? 

Where are yourmeflfe of Sonnes fobacke you now? 

The wanton EdtvMandthe luflie George? 

Or where isthat valiant Crookebackt prodegie? 

Dickey your Boy ,that with his grumbling voyce, 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutenics? 

Or amongft the reft,where is your darling ‘Rutland? 

Lookc Yorke;l dipt this Napkin in the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his Rapier poynt. 

Made iffue from the boofome of thy Boy*. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giuc thee this, to dry thy chcekes withall. 

Alas poorc forks. , But that I hate thee much, 

3 fhould lament thy miferable Bate: 

I prethee gricue,to make me merry ,1 orfet 
Stampe,raue,and fret,that 1 may fmg and daunce. 
Whatfhath thy fieriehart fo partcht thine entrailes, 

That not a tcare can fall for Rutland: death? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee to make me fport. 

Tort? cannot fpeake.vnleOe he wearc a Crowne- 
A Crowne for Yorker and Lords bow low to him. 

So : hold you his hands while I do fet it on. 

I, now lookeshehkeaKing, 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heire. 

But how is it that gre at ? Utuagenct f j 




Y orke , and Henrie the fixt. 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke! Ms holy oath? 

As I bctbinkcnic,you(hould not be King, 

Till our Henrte hadfhookc hands with death* 

And will you impale your head with Henrie: glorie. 

And robbe his temples of the Diadem 
Nowin his life,againft your holy oath? 

Oh,tis a faulc too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Ctowne,aud with the Crowne his head. 

And whiill we brcath,takc time to doe him dead. 

Clif. T hats my office, for my fathers death. 

Queen. Yet fray, and lets heare the Orifons he makes. 
2Vfc.She wolfe ofFradctJittt vvorfe than wolues of France, 
Whofe tongue more poy foil’d than die Adders tooth; 

How ill belecming is it in thy fexe. 

To triumph iikean Amazonian trull 
Vpon his woesjWhom Fortune captiuates? 

But that thy face is vizirdhke,vnc hanging, 

Made impudent by vfcofcuilldecdes: 

I would allay, proud Qpeene to make thee blu/h: 

To tell thee of whenc c thou art,from whom deriu’de, 

Twere Ihame enough to fliame thee,werc thou not (hamles, 
1 ny father beares the tipe of King of TMplet, 

Of both the Stfstles and lertfalem. , 

let not fb wealthieas an Englilh Yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch tauglutheeco infult? 
t needes not.or it bodes thee not proude Queen-e, 

Vnlefle the Adage muff beverefide, 
nat Beggers mounted,runnc their horfe to death. 
i “beetle, that oft makes women proud, 
hut God he wots, thy (hare thereof is fniall. 
is gouerncinent,that makes them moll admirde 
e contrarie doth make thee wondred at, 

Js vertue makes them feeme deuine, 

1 he want thereof makes thecabhominable. 

. ,) ° u art as oppofitc to cucry good. 

"o f" n! 'k oc - e r arc vnto. vs s. 

as the South to the Septentrion. 

:1 yS cr!i 'hart,wrapt in a womans hide! 
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